



! !lj 




I 

mil 111 

: >ijl! mm 


Tbt moft Imentatte T ragedie 

Marrieforlufticcfocisfoimployd, 

He thinkes with lorn in heauen, or feme where elfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs flay a time. 

Titus .. He doth me wrong to feed me with delay «, 

lie diue into the burninglake below, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the hecles. 

CMarcus we are but fhrubs, no Cedar s we, 

Nobig-bond.men,framdofthe Cyclops fize, 

Rue mettal Marcus, Q celetothe very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs eanbeare s 
Andfith therein* iuflicein earth nor bell, 

We will folicite heauen, and moue the Gods, . 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreakc our wrongs . 

Come to this geare,you are a good Archer Match . 

He giftcs them the Ayr owes. 

M Ioaem, thats for* you, here Apollonent, 

A& Martens , thats for my felfo, 

Here boy to Piths, here to Mercury, 

To S at ur nint } to C<u«J, not to ... 

You w ere as good to fhoote agai nft the wtnde. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when 1 bid, 

Of my word, I haue written to effe«, 

Your letter is with letter by this. . , 

Ts tus . Ha, ha, Pnblms, Publius vote* haft thou done 
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of Tim Andronicus* 

Enter the C^ne with abatkfUndtwo P 

Tttut. Newes, newts from heanen, 

Marcus the poaft is come* 

Sirra whattydings, haueyou any letters . 

ken them dow nc againc,fcr the man muft not be hangd 

the next weeke. , , ' 

Titus. Butwhatfaies fupiter Iaskethee. 

Clewne. Alasfirl know not lupiteri 
1 neuer dranke with him in all my life* 

Titus. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clowne. lofmy pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Titus. Why, didft thou not come from heauen? 

Clewne. From heauen 1 alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I fhould be fo bold, toprefle to heauen in my 

youngdayes. . , 

Why I am goingwith my pidgions to the tribunal! 1 lebs,t© 
take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt my Vncle, and one of 
the Emperialls men. 

Triatcus, Why fir, that is as fit as can be toferueforyour 
Oration, andlethimdeliuerthe pidgions to the £ir»pe*our 
from you. 

Tuns. Tell mee can youdeliueran Oration to the Em- 
perour with a grace? 

Chme. Nay truely fir, Icould neuer fay grace in all my 
life. 

Titus. Sirra some hither, make no more adoc, 
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